Truth by Perchan, Robert
© Providence College 
 
The author(s) permits users to copy, distribute, display, and perform this work under the following 
conditions: (1) the original author(s) must be given proper attribution; (2) this work may not be 
used for commercial purposes; (3) the users may not alter, transform, or build upon this work; (4) 
users must make the license terms of this work clearly known for any reuse or distribution of this 
work. Upon request, as holder of this work’s copyright, the author(s) may waive any or all of these 
conditions. 
 
The Prose Poem: An International Journal is produced by 
The Berkeley Electronic Press (bepress) 
for the Providence College Digital Commons. 
http://digitalcommons.providence.edu/prosepoems/ 
THE PROSE POEM: 
AN INTERNATIONAL JOURNAL 
 
Volume 3 | 1994 
  
Truth 
Robert Perchan 
Robert Perchan 
TRUTH 
A hiccup is the dog inside you trying to get out, I tell Miss Kim. She 
nods sagely and goes back to nibbling my coccyx. No practitioners of 
Timeless Oriental Sex, we invented this one ourselves and it feels good, 
the way each leap in evolution must have felt just a little bit better, 
each shortening of the tail and each tender new knob on the skull. And 
I am evolving, a secret I let out only when I gape into the mirror. The 
mirror gapes right back and says things like you Find Your Niche And 
You Fill It and other conundrums. Once it even spoke in something 
like verse: Tapyr Tapyr Burning Bright In The Florists Of The Night. I 
corrected its spelling and it would not speak to me for half a year. 
During this respite I began to read seriously. The instruction booklet 
that came with my electric coffee pot was especially engrossing. Now 
I understood exactly why it did not enjoy being immersed in water. I 
had always thought it was a religious thing, a matter of principle. You 
grow and you learn. Meanwhile, during all of this, Miss Kim continues 
to gnaw and I sail blithely toward Enlightenment or Oblivion, which-
ever comes first. From the instruction booklet I leapt directly to 
Sumerian clay cylinders. But whether you read up and down or spin 
them like a dowel I haven't figured out yet. The tiny filaments embed-
ded in the gray cardboard core of a roll of toilet paper may contain the 
secrets of the universe, if only you look hard enough. And, oh, Miss 
Kim, the beauty of the terror is that some things never get old. 
